TUMBLING  IN  THE   HAY
the tackle of a medical student to his academy, whence
it would be issued in due course to the next generation
of his alumni.
It was the first evidence of Transition. I enjoyed
that bottle of stout.
With Golly the reception was different, but in its
way none the less warm. He was alone in the shop
humming to himself:
" c And the ramble through new-mown hay.' "
When he saw me his face beamed. "You heard
the good news ?" he asked. It dawned on me that
it was not to my good news that he was alluding but
to something that touched himself. Illumination 1
The little tablets.
"Did it work?"
"Work ! If ye'd seen me this morning you'd
think I was camping out." With a damp glass-cloth
which cracked like a whip he demolished a blue-
bottle which was lingering too long on a tea-chest
thinking of old times. "We're not hearing much
about the late lamented these mornings, Fm telling
ye. Not by any means. No, nor about the Knock-
bock farm either."
" Knockbock ?"
"Yes; me Mother-in-law's. Everything grew
there, I don't think, from a potato to a Derby winner."
" Was it a good farm ?"
" I never seen it. And I never want to see it. But
if it was as mean and meagre as the auld wan herself,
a blackbird would have to go down on his knees to
get a bit out of it."
With a martial air Mr. Golly shouldered the wet
glass-cloth and marched defiantly along the gangway
behind the counter,
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